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Perched on his crown.    " All hail 1 and hail again,
My son : the promised land expects thy reign.
Know, Eusden thirsts no more for sack or praise ;
He sleeps among the dull of ancient days ;
Safe, where no critics damn, no duns molest,
Where wretched Withers, Ward, and Gildon rest,
And high-born Howard, more majestic sire,
With * Fool of Quality ? completes the quire.
Thou, Gibber ! thou, his laurel shalt support,
Folly, my son, has still a friend at court.
Lift up your gates, ye princes, see him come !
Sound, sound, ye viols ; be the cat-call dumb I
Bring, bring the madding bay, the drunken vine ;
The creeping, dirty, courtly ivy join.
And thou ! his aide-de-camp, lead on my sons,
Light-armed with points, antitheses, and puns.
Let Bawdry, Billingsgate, my daughters dear,
Support his front, and oaths bring up the rear :
And under his, and under Archer's wing,
Gaming and Grub Street skulk behind the king.
" 0 ! when shall rise a monarch all our own,
And I, a nursing-mother, rock the throne ;
'Twixt prince and people close the curtain draw,
Shade him from light, and cover him from law ;
Fatten the courtier, starve the learned band,
And suckle armies, and dry-nurse the land ;
Till senates nod to lullabies divine,
And all be sleep, as at an ode of thine."
She ceased.    Then swells the chapel-royal throat:
" God save King Gibber ! " mounts in every note.